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beneath which was a flannel shirt and woollen vest and
drawers, clean enough, but ragged. And, on the neck-
band of the shirt was a faded name, scrawled in
marking-ink, Chas. Alcott.
Identification was not going to present a very for-
midable problem, after all. Sergeant Blewitt's next
business was at the telephone. He rang up enquiries,
found Sir Alured's Margaret Street number, and put a
call through. He was lucky enough to find Sir Alured
at home, and stated his reasons for ringing up.
" I beg your pardon, sir, but this is Sergeant Blewitt,
speaking from Weyford," he said.
" Good-afternoon, Blewitt/' Sir Alured replied,
" What can I do for you? Nothing wrong at Markheys,
I hope."
" Nothing at all, sir. I've just come from there, as it
happens. I'm sorry to trouble you, sir, but could you
tell me if you know anybody of the name of Alcott,
Charles Alcott?"
" Alcott, Alcott," Sir Alured replied, " The name's
familiar, somehow. Wait a minute. Yes, I've got it.
I had a laboratory assistant of that name once. Very
decent young fellow, a Yorkshireman, I remember. Left
me to take up some job or other nearer his home. What
about him?"
" Well, sir, the roadmen were clearing the road by
Markheys to-day and found the frozen body of a man
who appears to be Charles Alcott. I've been wondering
if you could manage to come down and identify him for
certain, sir/'
"Frozen!" Sir Alured exclaimed. "Poor chap!
And close to Markheys, too. Why, I haven't heard of
him since he left me, and I wasn't living at Markheys
then. Yes, I'll certainly come down, Blewitt. There's,
a train leaves Waterloo about ten o'clock to-morrow
morning, and I'll come by that."